ig8                           GOLDEN HORN

for our illiterate guardians objected to taking us into a
book-shop : I am sorry to say that I had to tear a map
from an old Baedeker displayed in a street stall, and
steal it.

At half-past three we took a cab back in the direction
of Psamattia, but stopped it on the way to refresh our-
selves at a cafe near the railway station at Sirkedji. We
ordered ices and beer for ourselves and our complacent
staff, who had every reason to be complacent, for we had
given them no trouble and had tipped them liberally as
well as feeding them sumptuously. They were willing to
do anything in reason, and nothing could have been more
natural than a desire for a stroll in the Seraglio Gardens.

But just then Peter began to get Spanish influenza,
which was raging in the city. The symptoms were sudden
and unmistakable : shivering, giddiness, weakness : it
was cruel luck to be prostrated at this vital moment, but
there was no help for it : I would go to the Gardens alone.

It was difficult to persuade the Dog Collar Man that
we should not go back at once : however, I did it with the
help of a banknote. The treasures of the Seraglio are
famous throughout the world. Even if I could not see the
Robe of the Prophet or the jewels of Suleiman the Mag-
nificent it was reasonable that I should want to walk in
the park surrounding them, for it was (and still is) a
favourite pleasure ground of the city.

Punctually at four, the sentry and I were in the Seraglio
Gardens, near the Stambul entrance gate. I had promised
to be back by half-past four at latest.

We smoked our cigarettes under the shade of the great
plane trees. Thunder clouds hung low. Toilers of the city
passed, fanning themselves: Turkish officers carried
their heavy fur fezzes in their hand : civilians wore